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| bn jolly Jack Maia-top maſt to the jolly Jack of 


Dover- 
Who ve lately been employ'd much indringing Fre nch · 
men over. 
Split my topſtays if ever I'd ſuch cargoes before, Sir, 
Aud fink me to tue bottom it | carry any more, Sit. 


CHORUS» 
O no, the devil a bit with jolly-Jack of Dover, 
None cf your inferual French ſhallevar more come over. 


brought o'er a prieft, and he was net worth a farthing» 
FH: offered for bis paſſage, of all ny fins a pardon, 
I curſt = T_— lazy umbs, and trundl'd him. aſhore, 


Split my timbers if I'll b: * ſo any more, Sir. 


I brought o'er a lady, a perſon of diſtingui h'd note, 

She offer'd for her paſſage the cornerof her paſſage boat 

Says I, it won't do, ma' am your boat is leak 

Or pethaps y-w're a French fire-ſhip, ſo fink me i I 
ſpeak” ye. 

I brought o'er a barber, who offer d me a tweezer caſe, 

A pat 1 paint and curling. tongs, to de:orate my home- 


y face 
Smaſh — ſpritſall, ſays I, then, my face wants no 
a eening, 
ut you want to go 2 free, I underſtand your 


meaning. 


1 brought ver a captain, who pleaded his * poverty. 

Say I yau're a coward, or you would not from your 
country fly, 

A: d fo, my limbs, I make you pay, as bora as you're 
alive now, 

Or down you go to Davy Jones, and learn bim hay to 


dive now. 


I brought o'er a milliner, ſhe ſaid her name ee 
And ſai ſhe'd gat ſome fringes, "_ would amuſe 
_ my fancy, x 
Burt favs 1, back abaft there, my dear I'm not ſo eager, 
No ite ſo tir'd of Engliſh meat, to long for your 
"ſoup meagre. 


I brought oer (windler, a coward renegado, 
Who fled becauſe e fear'd to +6 a German baſtinado, 
He thinking for to cheat me, jumpt overboard and 
ſwam aſhore, 
But forgot to _ along with him a box of ſhiving 
| louis 
Ab. no, the devil a bir with joll Jack of Dover, 
Shall the raſcal ſec the gold t vat ke rougut over. 


So now here's a healch to old Zugland and her tars, : 


Fir, 


Hay heaven keeps us ſafe fromall civil brall and jars. 


Sir, 


Fl never fail aftern when Wen ee ie Ae 
Nes land — urn. 


